The Play of 

At that .would make rne 2,1 a d? . 

Kim. Yea Mtdris,are you fo peremptone? 

I am glad on’t with all niy Heavy 

lie tame you*, He bring youinfubie&ion. Jfi*- 

Will you not.haumg my content, 

Beftow your loue and your afFeftions, 

Vpon a Stranger’who for ought I know. 

May be (nor can l thinke the contrary) 1 

As great in blood as I my felfe : 

Thercfore,heare you Miftris,either frame 
Your will to mine : and you fir,heare you* 

Either be rul’d by mee.or He make you, 

Man and wife : nay come, your hands, 

And lippes muft feale it too : and being io> nd, 
llethiw your hopes deftroy ,an<lfor forthergriefe :■ 

God «iue you ioy •, what are vou both plcafed . 

r A 

King. Whatare you both agreed? 

Am)oo Yes if’tpleafe your Maieftie. 

i m , . *Ity>lca{etlinie fo well, that I will fttyou vM 
And then with what hafte you can, get you to bed. e*amt. 


Enter (je^eer. 

Now fleepe y flacked hath the rout,. 

No din but fnorcs aboutthehoute, 
Made louder by the orefed breath 
Of this mod pompous maryage read :: 
The Catte with cyne of burning cole, 
Now coutches from the Moufes hole; 
And Cricket ting at the Ouens mouth. 
Are the bly ther for their drouth : 
Hymen hath brought theBride to bed, 
Whereby the loflc ofmaydenhead, 

A Babe is moulded j be attent, 


And 


Pericles Prince of Tyrol 

And Time that is fo briefly fpent. 

With your fine fancies quaintly each, 

What’s dumbe in lbew,rlcplaine withfpeach. 

Enter Pericles and Symonides at one doreftith attendant es, 
a Mefenger meet es them, kpeeles andgines Pericles a letter , 
Pericles fh evees tt ^Symonides, the Lords knetle to him j 
then enter Thayfa with child , Vctth Lichorida a nurfe^ 
tiie King fhewes her the Utter , fhereioycee : (he and Pericles 
take leant of her father, and depart. 

By many a dearne and painefull pearch 
Of Ptrycles the carefull fearch. 

By thefowcroppofingCrignes, 

Which the world togeather ioynes. 

Is made with all due diligence, 

That horfe and fayle and hie expence. 

Can ftecd the quell at lad from T yre: 

Fame anfwering the mod drange enquire, 

To’th Court ofKing Symonides , 

Are Letters brought, the tenour thefe : 
csfntiechus and his daughter dead. 

The men of Tyms } on the head 
Of Htlycarms would feton 
TheCrowncof7jr*, bathe willnoae t 
Themutanie, hee there hades t’oppreffo, 

Sayes to’em, ifKing Pericles 

Come no t home in t wife fixe Mooncs, 

He obedient to their doomes. 

Will take the Cro wne : the fumme of this. 

Brought hither to Texlapolis , 

Iranylhed the regions round. 

And eucry one with claps can found. 

Our heyre apparant is a King : 

Who dreampt? who thought offuch a thing ? 

Bricfe he mud hence depart to Tyre, 

His Qucene with cliild, makes her defire, 


